



[Penumbra 

ECLIPSE COMICS • P. O. BOX 199 • GUERNEVILLE. CALIFORNIA 95446 


HORROR IN BLACK & WHITE 


Wally Wood lived only fifteen minutes from 
my house on Long Island in 1970, by coinci¬ 
dence in the town of Woodmere, and had agreed 
to hire me as his assistant. I was chatting with 
him in his home studio, a bit nervous at the 
prospect of working with my boyhood idol, 
when he handed me a page of a story called 
“The Cosmic All ” and asked if I would ink 
a few straight lines for him—that's all. Woody 
was like that. If you were an artist, he put you 
to work. Well, I blew it. I was so awed by the 
fact that I was going to ink some of Woody's 
pencils that my hand shook and the crowquil 
pen splattered ink all over the drawing. With 
characteristic calmness, Woody removed the 
artwork from my immediate vicinity and assured 
me that he still intended to hire me. 

For the next few weeks we worked over 
at each other's house on “War of the 
Wizards”, a Vampirella ad; "The End” and a 
weird little sword and sorcery fantasy called 
"Prelude to Armageddon”. We began 
"Armageddon" with a wash on vellum 
sketch of a naked girl who became Melody. 
Woody outlined the story and together we wrote 
the script. Then we went to work on the art. 
He pulled out all the stops on this one by using 
every continuous tone art technique he knew. 
On this one job we used wash, dye markers, 
gouache, watercolor grays and prisma. I told 
Woody that I doubted if any of the more delicate 
grays would reproduce. He said to trust him and 
keep on inking. I did—one time, too much. 
To prove to Woody that I was an accomplished 
assistant, after working for him for a whole 
month, I inked an entire battle scene instead of 


just inking the background as I was supposed to 
do. Calmly, Woody took out his opaque grays 
and covered up my amateurish brush strokes. 
“Armageddon”v/as a huge success, with every 
gray tone vividly reproduced in Creepy. I still 
have the tiny wash sketch of Melody to remind 
me of the epic of the Sorcerer and his know-it- 
all apprentice. 

Shortly, we opened a studio, Wood Studio, 
in Valley Stream, Long Island. Jack Able and 
Syd Shores were regulars there with visits from 
Ralph Reese, Dan Adkins, Bill Pearson, Paul 
Kirchner, Larry Hama, Wayne Howard and 
others. Each artist pitched in to lend a hand 
where needed, often working in shifts, late into 
the night, night after night 

Although Woody had several assist¬ 
ants, none of us ever deluded ourselves into 
thinking that we were any more than just that— 
his assistants. It was his genius which guided 
all the work. I recall once when I visited him I 
saw pages of a story called “To Kill a 
God” at his home. I asked him why we 
weren't working on “God” at the studio. He 
smiled and evaded answering me. Later, after 
"God” was published, he told me that he had 
been bothered by the fans' jibes that all of his 
best work had been done by his assistants and he 
no longer “had it". “God” was entirely his, 
with no help from anyone. It was great, of 
course. We, his assistants, knew he never really 
needed us, but we wisely never asked Woody 
why he kept us around. 


—Nicola Cud 







































































































































































































ALL-NEW 
BI-WEEKLY ADVENTURES 
COMING THIS SUMMER. 








































































































































NUMBER ONE WITH A BULLET. 


COMING THIS AUGUST FROM 
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Miracleman #8. 
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